It was just a typical day for Lincoln of the family Loud. He had just purchased a new Ace Savvy comic and couldn't wait to crack open the plastic and enjoy his bounty. The problem was, where could he read it comfortably? His room was the optimal choice, but living in a house with 10 crazy sisters left much to be desired in the form of private space. 

'Maybe I can hide in the vents? Lucy's the only other one that uses them, and as long as she's writing she'll leave me alone.' He thought, and started to head to the attic to put his plan in motion. As he closed his door he heard a throat clearing. He stopped and looked down at his small neighbor.

“Excuse me Lincoln, I have need of your services.” Lisa said, holding a small pen and clipboard.

“Can it wait Lisa, I just got the new Ace Savvy and I wanted to read it right away.”

“I'm sorry, but it is of the utmost importance that you help me immediately.”

“Alright, lead the way,” he sighed. It was nothing new, one of his sister's always needed help with one thing or another, but helping them in their endeavors left him with precious little free time of his own.

“Thank you. It won't take but a moment.” Lisa lead him into her and Lily's room where a strange new device laid in the corner. It had a helmet with various wires coming out the top that attached to what looked like a heart monitor. There was also a long metal slab he assumed he would have to lay on for at least an hour.

“Now, please remove your shirt and pants and lay here.” She pointed to the slab and proceeded to flip some switches and turn some knobs on the strange machine. Lincoln did as he was told and laid down, “Is this going to hurt?” He asked.

“As long as you listen to my every instruction, the process should be pain free.” She said as she started to apply monitoring wires to his stomach and chest. As she was nearing his chest and shoulders her hands started to linger longer and longer eventually forgetting the wires completely as her hands slowly roamed over his chest and shoulders.

“Um Lisa, what are you doing?”

Lisa startled and quickly removed her hands turning her attention back to the machine. “Sorry... I just didn't realize your body was developing this quickly,” she coughed as a rare, small blush worked its way onto her cheeks. “Now, just close your eyes and remain perfectly still.”

Lincoln thought his sister was acting a little strange, but not completely out of the norm for the little scientist, “Don't I  need to wear that helmet thing?” He asked.

“Oh, uh... yes... of course, it is... imperative to the um... experiment” she floundered, quickly grabbing the helmet and throwing it on his head. It fit loosely and hanged to the left, too large for Lincoln's head and smelled oddly like cookie dough.

“Lisa, isn't this Mom's mixing bowl?”


“No... it's... highly advanced... science. Now stay quiet and close your eyes.”

Lincoln shrugged and closed his eyes, knowing the experiment would be over quicker if he stopped interrupting her. 

Lisa looked over her subject and squealed internally. Finally she can realize her fantasy. A willing subject, entirely helpless, nothing to stop her from enveloping that sweet, precious object her brother withheld from her for far too long.

“Now, this may get a little intrusive, but please... stay still,” she raspily breathed.

Lincoln nodded, not sure what she was going to do, but he had trust that she wouldn't hurt him too bad. Sometimes, Lisa's experiments got a little out of hand, but she'd never do anything that would irreparably damage one of her siblings, right?

Lisa slowly placed her hand on Lincoln's right cheek, gently massaging and tracing every line on his face. Forehead, eyebrows, the bridge of his nose, lips. Slightly pushing her finger into his mouth she collected some saliva, brought the finger to her mouth and sucked on it hungrily. She let out a quiet sigh, lost in the sensation of finally acquiring fluids from her precious big brother. Her knees grew weak, she collapsed next to him and laid her hand on his nipple. Her breathing was getting ragged as her hand explored further and further down, until it finally reached her prize.

“Whoa! Lisa, that's a private place!” Lincoln yelled as he shot up from the metal bed, “What do you think you're doing?”

But Lisa was too far gone, just the brief touch was enough to cause her body to start quivering in pleasure.

“Lis... are you okay?” The concern was evident in Lincoln's voice, but the strange turn of events was enough for him to want to exit rapidly. “Uh, I'll go get Mom, or Lori... okay?” She didn't respond, far to engrossed in her pleasure to care about anything.

Lincoln grabbed his clothes and made a hasty retreat, running back into his room to readjust his wardrobe. 'That was weird, I hope Lisa's going to be alright. I should hurry and find Mom.' He reached for the knob, but quickly retracted his hand as the door flew open and Lynn tackled him, putting him into a headlock.

“Hey Linc, I got a great game we can play” Lynn exclaimed while giving him a noogie.

“Lynn! I told not to jump on me like that, and I can't play right now. I think somethings wrong with Lisa.”

“What's happened to Lisa?” Lynn questioned slowly, a slight twitch in her eye.

“Well, she was doing an experiment, but she started acting strange and touching me... but then she started convulsing and I don't know... I just need to get Mom.”

Full anger was now evident on Lynn's face, “ Forget about her, That little cheat'll be fine. She knew I had first dibs, but went ahead and did it anyway! When I get my hands on her I'll...” Lynn's angry tirade quickly devolved into frustrated mumbles as she released her grip on Lincoln and repeatedly punched the air.

“First dibs? Dibs on what?”

Lynn quickly forgot her anger and turned her attention back to her little brother. “What? Uh, nothing, never mind. But, trust me, she'll be fine in a few. Anyway, how about that game?”

Lincoln didn't want to forget the strange behavior Lisa exhibited, but trusted that Lynn knew what she was talking about. “Fine, but can we play later? I just got a new issue of Ace Savvy, and I really wanted to read it.”

“Forget that nerd stuff Linc, trust me, this'll be way better, just take off your shirt.”

“What? Lynn, no, I told you, I'll play with you later” he tried to explain, but Lynn was already in the process of hoisting the shirt off her prey. He struggled to keep it on, but soon realized he couldn't overpower his sporty sister, and began to form a plan.

He let his body go limp, which allowed Lynn to take off the shirt with a powerful force, now that the resistance was gone, causing her to fly back into his dresser. Now that she was disoriented he made a quick escape into the next closest open door. He quietly, but speedily, closed the door and hoped that Lynn didn't see where he ran. He waited with quiet breath as he soon heard his sister run down the hall and to the stairs shouting after him, “C`mon Linc, don't be like that, it'll be fun! Trust me!”

As her voice disappeared into the distance he let out an exasperated sigh, but as he reached for the knob a shrill voice caused him to freeze in terror.

“Oh, Lincy. How nice of you to join our lovely tea party” said Lola sitting at her tiny table enjoying her tea while surrounded by a plethora of stuffed animals.

“Lola! Sorry, I was just trying to get away from Lynn. She was getting pretty aggressive, even for her,” Lincoln explained, hoping she would let him leave in peace and continue his journey to the vents.

“Yes, that barbarian can be quite troublesome, but luckily what she lost can be my gain. Now, won't you join us for tea?”

“Well, I really wanted to....”

“I insist,” Lola interrupted, “Now, just have a seat and we can enjoy a civilized environment.”

Lincoln sighed as he resigned himself to his fate. He wandered to the chair and pulled it out before Lola interrupted him once again.

“Ahem, I said we would have a civilized environment, and that means little doggies sit on the floor.”
Lincoln was confused, he wasn't a dog, and Lola never made him play the dog before, what the heck was going on? “Lola, I...”

“Did I go crazy? I though I heard a dog talking to me? Clearly dogs can't talk, clearly they belong on the ground next to their masters feet,” Lola said with a forced smile. She pointed to the ground next to where she was sitting demanding he know his place.

He sighed yet again, hunching down to all fours slowly crawling to the spot Lola so generously picked out for him.

“That's a good doggy,” she said as she patted his head, “Now, speak.”

Lincoln let out a quiet bark, at least the best bark a human could imitate, and was rewarded with a few scratches under his chin.

“A little wimpy, but it'll do. Now little doggy, can you show these fine people how well I trained you with a little show?”

Lincoln nodded, knowing that refusing at this point would place Lola's full fury upon him. He's learned his lesson in that department. He shook his head, cleared his mind, and tried to enter a zen state. Now fully prepared for the humiliation, he started to pant and wag his 'tail'.

“Seems like you've learned your place well. Now, sit,” Lola demanded. Lincoln placed his butt on the ground and looked back at his cruel master with dreadful anticipation.

“Good, now lie down.” He did. “Roll over, speak, shake hands, fetch the biscuit, now drop it.”

Lincoln followed every request with false enthusiasm, hoping the torture would soon be over. 

“Okay, spin, good. Now... lick this,” Lola said softly as she stuck her foot in Lincolns face. He was just about to begin licking the sole of her foot when his reason returned.

“Lola, that's gross!”

“Are you refusing to follow your masters orders in front of all these guests? Are you trying to humiliate me in front of a duchess?” Lincoln slowly shook his head as he saw the fire start to spark in Lola's eyes.

“Maybe this little doggy needs some punishment? Maybe he needs to be reminded who the master is?”

Lincoln furiously shook his head and started licking her foot with reckless abandon hoping to calm the beauty queen.

“It's too little too late for that. You had your chance to listen, now you have to learn.” Lola pushes him to the ground and grabs a riding crop as if out of nowhere. She begins striking his bottom with reckless abandon while cackling madly.

“Lola stop! That hurts!” Lincoln exclaims as he turns around a grabs for the riding crop before she can inflict any more damage on his sore butt. He easily takes it from her hands and throws it across the room before trying to make an escape, but Lola grabs his shoulder and violently forces him to the ground.

“Still haven't learned huh? You should know what happens when you make Lola mad!” She exclaims as she flips him over and sits on his stomach, effectively pinning him to the ground. She roughly grabs his manhood and squeezes as hard as she can. Luckily for Lincoln he was dealing with a six year old girl and her grip wasn't strong enough to hurt him, but it was strong enough to create a different sensation. A sensation he was growing more uncomfortable with with each squeeze.

He threw the little girl off and scrambled for the door as soon as he was out, he slammed the door much harder this time, slumped against it and heaved for breath. If he strained his hearing just a bit he could have heard a small voice exclaim, “Damn, we were just getting to the good part.”